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End, 
Tho' Toil, and Danger the bold Task at- 
tend ; 


Heroes, and Gods make other Poems fine, 
Plain Satire calls for Sexſe in every Line 

Then, to what ſwarms thy Faults I dare expoſe ? 

All Friends to Vice and Folly are thy Foes; 

When ſuch the Foe, a War eternal wage, 

Tis moſt II!-nature to repreſs thy Rage, 

And it theſe Strains ſome nobler Mule excite, 


Ill glory in the Verſe I did not write. 


So weak are human Kind by Nature made, 
Or to ſuch Weakneſs by their Vice betray'd, 
Almighty Vanity! to thee they owe 


: Their Zeſt of Pleaſure, and their Balm of Woe, 
Az Thou, 
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Thou, like the Sun all Colours doſt contain, At 
Varying, like Rays of Light, on Drops of Rain; A0 
For every Soul finds Reaſon to be proud, Te 
Tho” hiſsd, and hooted by the pointing Crowd. 1 
Wan M in Purſuit of Foxes, and Renown, Bu 
1 a 0 
* Hippolitus demands the Sylvan Crown ; K 
T Sei 
But Florio's Fame, the Product of a Shower, 
3 5 6 : Fa 
Grows in his Garden, an illuſtrious Flower! £ 
4 
Why teems the Exrth ? why melt the vernal Skies 
| 01 
Why ſhines the Sun? to make PauT Diack riſc. 
. | Ne 
From Morn to Night has Florio gazing ſtood, 
; W. 
And wonder'd how the Gods could be jo good. 
hat Shap2? what Hue ? was ever Nymph to Fair? 
An 
He doats ! he dies! he too is rooted there. 
Bu 
O ſolid Bliſs! which nothing can deſtroy 
Su 
Except a Cat, Bird, Snail, or idle Boy. 
5 | W. 
In Fame's ſull loom lies Forio down at Night, 
; | An 
And weaks next Day a moſt inglorious Wight, 
N A { 
The Tulip's dead ' ſee thy fail Siſter's L ate. Ep, 
tr 
OC_——! andbe kind ere tis too late. 
Nor are thoſe Fnemies I mention'd all ; 
Beware, O Forift, thy Ambition's Fall. Th 
A l 
* Th: refers to the firſt Satire. Tre Name of a Tul. 
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A Friend of mine indulg d this noble Flame, 
A Quaker ſerv'd him, Adam was his Name. 
To onelov'd Tulip oft the Maſter went, 
Hung o'er it, and whole Days in Rapture ſpent; 
But came, and miſt it one ill- fated Hour. 
He rag d! heroar'd! * what Demon cropt my Flower? ” 
Serene, quoth Adam, lo! twas cruſht by me; 
[3 Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bow'dſt thy Knee. 
Bur all Men want Amuſement, and what Crime 
In ſuch a Paradiſe to fool our Time? ” 
None; but why proud of this? to Fame they ſoar; 
We grant zhey're idle, it they'll ask no more, 
Wie {mile at Floriſts, we deſpiſe their Joy, 
And think their Hearts enamour'd of a Toy; 
But are thoſe wiſer whom we muſt admire, 
Survey with Envy, and purſue with Fire? 
What's he, who ſighs for Wealth, or Fame, or Power? 
Another Forio dont ing on a Flower, 
A ſhort-liv'd Flower, and which has often ſprung 


From ſordid Arts, as Florio's out of Dung. 


Wir what, O Codras! is thy Fancy ſmit ? 


"he Flower of Learning, and the Bloom of Wit. 


Thy 


[6] 
Thy gawdy Shelves with crimſon Bindings glow, 
And Epictetus is a perfect Beau. 
How fit for thee bound up in Crimſon too, 
Gilt, and, likethem, devoted to the View ? 
Thy Books are Furniture. Methinks ris hard 
That Science ſhould be purchas'dby the Yard, 
And 7 1 turn'd Upholdſterer, fend home 
The gildeJ Leather to fit u thy Room. 


Ir not to ſome peculiar End afſipn'd, 
Study's the ſptcious Trifling of the Mind; 
Or is at beſt a ſecondary Aim, 

A Chance for Sport alone, and not for Game; 
if fo, ſure they who the meer Volume prize, 
But love the Thicket where the Quarry lies. 
Unlearned Men ot Books aſſume the Care, 
As Eunuch are the Guardians of the Fair. 

On buying Books Lorenzolong was bent, 
But found at length that it reduc'd his Rent, 
His Farms were flown; when lo! a Sail comes on, 
A choice Collection! what is to be done? 

He ſells his laſt; for he the whole will buy; 
Sells ev'n his Houſe, nay wants whereon to lie; 
So high the generous Ardor of the Man 


For Romans, Greeks, and Ortentals ran. 


. 


When 


1 


When Terms were drawn, and brought him by the Clerk; 


Lorenzo ſign'd the Bargain With his Mark. 
No r in his Author's Liveries alone 
Is Codrus erudite Ambition ſhown ; 
Editions various, at high Prices bought, 
Intorm the World what Codrus would be thought; 
Aud to this Coſt another muſt ſucceed 
To pay a Sage, who ſays that he can read, 
Who Titles knows, and Indexes has teen 
But leavesto what lies between, 
Of pompous Books who ſhuns the proud Expence, 
And humbly is contented with their Senſe. 
O 


The Promiſe of a long: illuſtrious Blood, 


whoſe Accompliſhments make good 


In Arts, and Manners eminently grac'd, 
The ſtricteſt Honour! and the fineſt Taſte? 
Accept this Verſe; if Satire can agree 


With fo conſummate an Humanity. 


By your Example would Hilario mend, 


How would it grace the Talents of my Friend, 


V ho with the Charms of his own Genius ſinit. 


Conceives all Virtues are compriz'd in Wit? 
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But Time his fervent Petulance may cool; 
For tho' he is a Wit, he is no Fool. 
In Time he'll learn to uſe, not waſte his Senſe, 
Nor make a Frailty ot an Excellence, 
His brisk Attack on Blockheads we ſhould prize, 
Were not his Jcit asflippant with the Wiſe. 
He ſpares nor Friend, nor Foe; but calls to mind, 
Like Doom's-day, all the Faults of all Mankind. 
WHar cho' Wittickles ? Tickling is unſate, 
It ſtill'tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor Renown of being ſmart, 
Would leave a Sting within a Brother's Heart ? 
PARTS may be prais'd, Good-nature is ador d; 
Then draw your Wit as ſeldom as your Sword, 
And never on the Weak, or you'll appear 
As there no Hero, no great Genius here. 
As in {ſmooth Oil the Razor beſt is wher, 
So Wit is by Politeneſs ſharpelt ſet, 
Their want of Edge from their Offence is ſeen ; 
Both pain us leaſt when exquilitely keen. 
Tuc Fame Men give is for the Joy they find; 


D.ili is the Jeiter wen the Joke's unkind. 


SiN CE Marcus, doubtleſs thinks himſelf a Wit, 


To pay my Comy.iment what Place fo fit? 


L'D-1 


His moſt facetious * Letters came to hand, 
Which my firſt Satire {weetly reprimand, 

It that 27, Offence to Marcus gave, 

Say, Marcus, which art thou a Fool, or k. nave ? 
For all but ſuch with Caution I torbore; 

That thou waſt either, I nc'er knew before. 

I know thee now, both what thou art and who, 


No Mask ſo good, but Marcus muſt ſhine through; 


Falſe Names are vain, thy Lines their Author tell, 
Thy beſt Concea ment had been writing well, 4 
But thou a brave Neglect ot Faire haſt ſhoven, 1 
rd; ot! z2enius! 
z Ot others Fame, great Genius! and thy own. 


Write on unheeded, and this Maxim know 


The lan who pardons, diſappoints his Foe, 


In Malice to proud Wits ſome proudly lull 
Their froward Reaſon, ⁊ain of being dull; 
| hen ſome home Joke has ſtung their ſolemn Sou!z, 
In Vengeance they determine to be Fools; 
Thro' Spicen, that little Nature gave, make lets, 
Quite zealous in the Ways of Heavineſs; 
Wit, To Lumps inanimate a Fondueſs take, 
And diſinherit Sons that are awake. 


199 | B Theſe 
* Letters ſent to the Author, ſign'd Marcus, 
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Theſe, when their utmoſt Venom they would ſpit, 


Moſt barbarouſly tell you “ he's a Wit. 

Poor Negroes thus to ſhew their burning Spight 

To Cacodxmons, ſay, their dev liſh white. 
Lampridius irom the Bottom ot his Breaſt 

Sighs o'er one Child, buttriumphs in the reſt. 

How juſt is Griet ? one carries in his Head 

A lets Proportion of the Father's Lead, 

And is in Danger, without ſpecial Grace, 

To riſe above a juſtice of the Peace. 

The Dunghil- breed of Men a Diamond (corn, 

And feel a Paſſion for a Gra: of Corn, 

Some ſtupid, plodaing, Mony loving Wight, 

Who wins their Hearts by knowing black from white, 

Who with much Pains exherting all his Senſe, 

Can range aright his Shillings, Pounds and Pence. 

The booby-Father craves a booby Son, 


And by Heav'ns Bleſſing thinks himſelf undone, 


Wars of all Kinds are made to Fame a Plea, 
One learns to liſp, another not to ſee; 
Mils D tottering catches at your Hand. 


Was ever Thing ſo pretty born to ſtand ? 


Whilt 


wa: "Pa. --. aa 


it, 


ute, 


Whilſt 


[1] 
Whilſt theſe what Nature gave difown thro' Pride, 
Others affect what Nature has deny d; 
What Nature has deny'd Fools will purſue, 


As Apes are ever walking upon two, 


Craſſus a grateful Sage, our Aw and Sport! 


Supports grave Forms, for Forms the Sage ſupport, 


He hems and cries with an important Air, 
t yonder Clouds withdraw it will be fair; ” 


Then quotes the Stag yrite to prove it true, 


And adds, © the Learn'd delight in ſomething new. 


Is't not enough the Block head ſcarce can read, 
But muſt he wiſely look, and gravely picad ? 
As far a Formaliſt from Wiſdom ſits 

In judging Eyes, as Libertines from Wits. 

Yer ſubtle Wights (ſo blind are mortal Men, 
Tho' Satire couch them with her keeneſt Pen) 
For ever will hang out a ſolemn Face 
To put off Nonſenſe with a better Grace; 

As Pedlars with ſome Hero's Head make bold, 


Hluſtrious Mark! where Pins are to be (old. 


W 1 a T's the bent Brow or Neck in Thought reclin'd ? 


The Body's Wiſdom to conceal the Mind. 
| B 2 
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A Man of Senſe can Artifice diſdain, 


As Men of Wealth may venture to go plain; 
And be this Truth eternal ne'er forgot, 
Solemnity's a Cover for a Sot; 

I find the Fool, when I behold the Screen; 
For 'tis the wiſe Man's Intereſt to be ſeen. 

HENCE, , that Openneſs of Heart, 

And juſt Diſdain for that poor Mimic, Art; 
Hence (manly Praiſe!) that Manner nobly free, 
Which all admire, and I explain in thee. 

Wir u generous Scorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 
Of Court, and Town the Noon Tide Maſquerade, 
Where Swarms of Knaves the Vizor quite diſgrace, | 
And hide ſecure behind a naked Face; | 
Where Nature's End of Language is declia'd, 
And Men talk only to conceal the Mind ; 

Where generous Hearts the greateſt Hazard run, 


And he who truſts a Brother is undone? 


Theſe all their Care expend on outward Shovy 
For Wealth, and Fame; tor Fame alone the Bear. 
Of late at Ihite's was young Florello ſeen. 


How blank his Look? how diſcompos d his Mien? 


SO 


go hard 
Sunk v 
Nex 
Ulis He 
A curic 
Ot get 
Whett 
So tou 
The w 
And ci 
His ſu 
Like a 
Ion 
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When 
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With 
But F. 
In ac 
And t 
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go hard it proves in Griet ſincere to feign! 


Sunk were his Spirits; for his Coat was plain. 
Nxxr Day his Breaſt regain'd its wonted Peace, 

His Health was mended with a ſilver Lace. 

A curious Artiſt long inur d to Toiis 

Ot gentler Sort, with Combs, and fragrant Ous, 

Whether by chance, or by ſome God inſpir d, 

So toucht his Curls his mighty © ou! was fir u. 

The vreil-{woln Ties an equal Homage claim, 

And cither Shoulder has it's Share ot Fame; 


His ſumptuous Watch-caſe, tho' concea!'t! it lies, 


1 1 
1 
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Like a good Conſcience, ſolid Joy ſupplies. 
I: only thinks himſelt (fo tar from vain!) 


St e in Wit, in Breeding D Ine, 
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Whene'er by ſeeming Chance he throws his eye 


On Mirrors fluſhing with his Tyrian Dye, 


With how ſublime a Tranſport leaps his Heart? 
But Fate ordains that deareſt Friends muſt part. 
Inactive Meaſures brought from France, he wheels, 
And triumphs, conſcious ot his learned Heels. 
So have I ſeen on ſome bright Summer's Day 
ACalt of Genius debonnair, and gay, 
Dance on the Bank, as if inſpir'd by Fame, 


Fond of the pretty Fellow inthe Stream. 
SO Morc/e 
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Moroſe is ſunk with Shame, whene'er ſurpria d 
In Linen clean. or Peruke undiſguis d. 
No ſublunary Chance his Veſtments fear, 
Valu d, like Leopards as their Spots appear 
A tam'd Sur- tout he wears, which once was blue, 
And his Foot {wims in a capacious Shoe. 
One Day his Wife (tor who can Wives reclaim ? 
Levcll'd her barbarous Needle at his Fame; 
But open Force was vain, by Night ſhe went, 
And, while he ſlept, ſurpriz'd the darling Rent; 
Where yawn'd the Frize is now become a Doubr, 
And Glory at one Entrance quite ſhut out. * 

He ſcorns Florello, and Florello him, 
This hates the fileby Creature, that the prim 
Thus in each other both theſe Fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſelves with undifcerning Fyes; 
Their Methods various, but alike their Aim: 
The Sioven, andthe Fopling are the fame. 

Yer Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 
When party-rage too warm!y you puriue; 
Then both club Nonſenſe, and impetuous Pride, 


And Folly joins whom Scntiment; divide, 


* Milton. 
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You v. 
Scratc 
While 
Fools 0 
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SINC 
As cro 
Florell, 


Icon 


Oth 
And, I 
Thout 
And L. 
And w 
Know 
Is thy 
Thou! 


While 


I'm ne: 
Whatt 


A Foo! 


You 
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You vent your Spleen as Monkeys when they paſs, 
Scratch at the mimic-Monkey in the Glafs, 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known, 
Fools of both Sides ſhall ſtand for Fools alone. 

« Bur who art thou? *“ methinks Florello cries. 
Oft all thy Species art thou only wiſe ? 

Sic ſmalleſt Things can give our Sinsa Twitch, 
As croſſing Straws retard a paſſing Witch, 
Florello, thou my Monitor ſhalt be; 


["! conjure thus ſome Profit out of thee. 


O thou my ſelf! abroad our Counſels roam, 
And, like il Husbands, take no Care at home. 
Thou too art wounded with the common Dart, 
And Love ot Fame lies throbbing at thy Heart ; 


And what wiſe Means to gain it haſt thou choſe ? 


*4 
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Know, Fame, and Fortune, both are made of Proſe. 
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ls thy Ambition ſweating tor a Rhime, 


Thou unambitious Fool, at this late Time? 
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While I a Moment name, a Moment's paſt, 
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I'm nearer Death in this Verſe than the laſt; 


2 — 
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What then is to be done? be wiſe with ſpeed, 


— 
— 
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A Foo! at forty is a Fool indeed, 
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Ax p what ſo fooliſh as the Chace of Fame? 
How vain the Prize? how impotcntour Aim ? 
For what are Men, who graſp at Praiſe ſublime, 
But Bubbles on this rapid Stream of Time, - 


That raiſe and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 


Born, and forgot, ten thouſand in an Hour? 


Tuis humble Verſe, O-— ! may it be 


A Monument of Gratitudeto thee, 


Whoſe carly Favour I muſt own with Shame, 


Zo long my Fatron, and ſo late my Theme. 
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